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8. For a list of photos for sale U.S. 
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postage for the list. Mail your request 
to PROPAGANDA at the above address. 
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Photo left: Guitar-player Neil X kneeling 
before the depraved Degville. 


Sigue Sigue Sputnik (pronounced Zig Zig 
Sputnik) is named after a Russian youth 
gang specializing in pickpocketing - 
perfect for a group claiming to be the 
greatest rock and roll swindle since the 
Sex Pistols. When they started up two 
years ago only founding member Tony James 
(ex-London SS, ex-Generation X bassist) 
could play an instrument. He chose the 
others strictly on the basis of their 
looks and star charisma, and taught them a 
little 3-chord rock-disco between photo 
sessions and interviews. He found them by 
looking for the best haircuts in the 
street and Kensington Market of London. 
Image is all important - high cheekbones, 
incredible wigs, 6-inch spike heels, 
electrolysis, machine guns, and all-girl 
6-foot roadies. Even before they put out 
their first record this androgynous space- 
monster quintet was on the cover of more 
teen magazines than any other group of its 
time. 

Their motto is Fleece The World, and 
they've gotten off to a good start by 
conning EMI into a $6million, 5-year 
contract. All it took was a 60-second 
ultra-violent video montage of scenes from 
Blade Runner, Mad Max, and Terminator put 
to music from Clockwork Orange. At the end 
the band is seen playing "Love Missile 
F1-11" for two seconds then igniting into 
a thermonuclear detonation. It's what Tony 
James calls designer violence - the prime 
inspiration and ingredient in his plan to 
take the world by storm. 

For vocalist Martin Degville sex and 
fame are all that matters. He wants to 

"fxx the world in the mouth" and brags 
about having sex with transsexuals. (Hope- 
fully this is just hype, but I fear it's 
probably true.) Supposedly it requires a 
diseased mind to drive a jaded mob of 
British youths to rabid excitement. His 
bent sexuality, mutant persona, and deadly 
venom have created a love/hate relation- 
ship with his audience which has proven to 
be a rather risky affair. He's been 
harassed and beaten-up on numerous 
occasions, and was even stalked by a 
psychopath who broke into his apartment 
several times to come in his bed, piss on 
the floor, and put S&M porno pictures all 
over the walls. But he had it coming to 
him, and a designer bullet-proof vest may 


come in handy one of these days. I'm sure 
it could be done quite nicely, since 
Martin does design all his own and the 
band's attire. He used to own a successful 
clothes shop called Ya-Ya in Kensington 
Market and is to blame for some of the 
most nauseating fashion of all time - 
rubber and plastic trash in shades of pink, 
yellow, and green - Blaaah!! I thought 
after AIDS killed Klaus Nomi in 1984 we'd 
seen the last of this death by wardrobe. 
How much longer can the sex-crazed fashion 
murderer Degville last? Will he be around 
long enough for the evil puppeteer Tony 
James to realize his megalomaniac goals of 
world domination? Interesting questions 
indeed for these perilous times. 

James is pretty bored with music. He 
calls their debut single "Love Missile 
F1-11" a stepping stone on S.S. Sputnik's 
path to T.V., movies, video games, real 
estate, and government. He admits that 
musically it's nothing special, and that 
publicity and image are what made it the 
#3 hit in the English charts after only 
two weeks on the market. It's just 
repetitious robot dance noise mixed in 
with combat sound effects and dialogue 
crap from James' favorite sci-fi action 
flicks. Even so, huge success was assured 
following Sputnik's pre-"F1-11" spread in 
the magazine section of The Sunday Times, 
a T.V. Sputnik documentary, and a separate 
news program about their glamorous amazon 
road crew. Sick Sick Sputnik is a media 
animal, out for maximum coverage for them- 
selves and everyone associated with them; 
and they're getting every bit of it. 
Record sales have also been helped enorm- 
ously by BBC Radio's ban on "Love Missile" 
due to the twice repeated line, "Mondo 
teeno giving head." And on its first day 
of release the Radio One DJ declared it 
rubbish and literally smashed it on the 
air. Ah sweet publicity. 

There have been objections as well to 
the repeated phrases "Shoot it up" and 
"Ultra-violence" on the single. And the 
fans are taking it seriously, responding 
by pelting the band with glasses and 
bottles at the gigs. Their media overkill 
seems to have created a monster that's 
getting out of control. Aside from plans 
for 12" sleeves in Russian and Chinese, it 
looks like brinksman extraordinare Tony 
James will have to devise a strategy just 
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Siouxie and the Banshees 


Written by the Propaganda Minister 


It's been ten hectic years since the 
Banshees made their debut appearance at 
London's 100 Club, back when punk rock was 
just crawling out of its primordial haze. 
However, Siouxsie is none the worse for 
age; in fact she's better - more beautiful 
more exhilarating, and bitchier than ever. 
Starting as a slightly over-weight back 
alley brawler she has achieved the status 
of queen mother of gothic rock, striking 
to behold in her dark magnificence with a 
voice that can fill the heavens. And she 
has an attitude to match - aloof, tempera- 
mental, violent; but after nine superb 
albums and smashing tours to the Far East 
and behind the Iron Curtain she's earned 
the right. At close range she can be quite 
dangerous, especially to photographers, 
but from a distance her fire shines like a 
jet black diamond. 

Each record is a pouring out of her 
soul in an echoing whirlwind of mystical 
melodies stirred up by guitarist John 
Carruthers, bass-player Steve Severin, and 
Budgie on drums. The sound conjures 
visions of Arabian Nights, black magic, 
and the Garden of Earthly Delights. It 
strikes a nerve in our collective sub- 
conscious mind connected with animal fear 
and desire. No matter which record, you 
will find this to be true. And Siouxsie's 
voice and persona are the electrifying 
medium through which these impulses surge. 

Spring 1986 marked the Banshees’ fourth 
American tour. Their May 15th concert at 
Radio City in New York was a display of 
Siouxsie's growing arrogance — how splen- 
didly regal of her; it suits her well. She 
had nothing to say to the audience, and 
moved in a lazy and self-absorbed way, 
completely non-cognizant of all the eyes 
fixed upon her. She allowed her voice to 
trail off to nothing at times, as if 
pleasing her fans was somehow beneath her 
dignity. It was plainly childish, like so 
many of her temper tantrums, but for the 
most part her vocals were brilliant and 
moving. There were two encores and by the 
second she finally spoke to the crowd, 
"You people really are gluttons for 
punishment, aren't you?" 
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The May 16 concert was cancelled. 
Hundreds of tickets had been stolen, and 
to turn people away the night of the show 
would have resulted in a riot. Siouxsie 
has been the cause of quite a few of 
these, most notably the one at London's 
100 Club in 1978 when police tried to 
dispurse the line of Banshee fanatics 
stretching down Oxford St. Another good 
one was at The Banshees’ 1982 debut Jap- 
anese appearance in Tokyo when an over— 
capacity crowd demolished the crush 
barrier during the opening number. 

At their recent Boston gig she was once 
again totally above the faithful. And once 
again the band uttered not a peep, and 
stirred not so much as one hair out of 
place. As if to punktuate their scorn for 
live performances Siouxsie smashed an amp 
and a floor lamp with her mic stand, and 
socked a cameraman in the lens with her 
mic. Yet in her way she manages to arouse 
a perverse kind of excitement and mystery 
along the lines of a dominatrix - how 
marvelously fashionable. And in her self- 
satisfaction she gave a fabulous encore 
that cast an icy spell over the multitude. 
Surely her favors are numbered, but saints 
alive they're worth the trouble. 

The tour followed hot on the heels of 
The Banshees' new Tinderbox album. The 
production quality is very sharp, but 
except for three great songs it's mostly 
sleep inducing, with monotone vocals and a 
beat that just plods along. The best song 
is "Cities In Dust", title track of the 
latest single with a fantastic video to go 
with it. Here Siouxsie sings with two 
completely different voices — one husky 
and jaded, the other bewitching and 
passionate. It is a song of apocalyptic 
devastation, "Your molten bodies/blanket 
of cinders/And your city lies in dust." In 
the video she lies motionless on her side 
lip-synching at the edge of a scorching 
lava flow. Her expression is pale and 
grim, the sky is black; the effect is 
utterly oppressive yet strangely beautiful. 

The most interesting song on the album 
is "92 Degrees". Did you know that more 
murders are committed at 92° than any 


other temperature. Siouxsie crys, "The day 


drags by like a wounded animal/The 
approaching unease, 92°." This song is 
homicidal, and not to be listened to at 
that fatal notch on the thermometer. Its 
Middle Eastern melody bakes your brain 
like the merciless Arabian Desert as the 
scorpion taunts you with her blistering 
song. 

Siouxsie is also at her very best on 
"Lands End", a haunting, tragically 
romantic ballad of suicide at lovers’ 
leap. "Forever and eternally/the cliffs 


around the crashing sea/unsolved and 
endless, wait for me". It finishes with a 
final rush of adrenaline and passion, and 
a tear in her dark beautiful eyes. On 
this sad and desperate note the Tinderbox 
goes up in flames, calculated for maximum 
dramatic effect; and it works brilliantly. 


For much more about Siouxsie And The 
Banshees see Propaganda Issue No. 4. 


PETER MURPHY 


WRITTEN BY TINA MURPHY 
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Peter Murphy has certainly picked him- 
self up and dusted himself off after the 
demise of Dali's Car. He described it as 
quite a different experience after Bauhaus, 
but a misguided venture doomed .to fad liscett 
is good to note that he hasn't been reluc- 
tant to talk about the collaboration in 
recent interviews, praising Mick Karn for 
his abstract approach to the music they 
made. He feels the main reason it was no 
accepted was because other people found it 
pretentious due to its over originality. 

Peter's first solo release was on a 
Beggar's Banquet record featuring many of 
their bands including back-to-back Bauhaus, 
Love And Rockets, and Peter Murphy. The 
Murphy piece is "The Light Pours Out Of 
Me", a remake of a Magazine song from his 
new LP "Should The World Fail To Fall 
Apart". Next came the first solo single, 
"Einal Solution", with the title track 
becoming a popular club song with two 
remixes. The 12" also includes "The Answer 
Is Clear" which features Danny Ash on 
“manic guitar". Even though Peter turned 
down an opportunity to regroup the members 
of Bauhaus, he is impressed by what Love 
And Rockets have accomplished. It's inter- 
esting to note that on the song he refers 
to the "movement of fear" for any Tones On 
Tail devotees. 


Peter and 
Danny Ash. 
They're still 
friends and 
played to- 
gether on some 
of Pete's solo 
material. 


And for all 
you die-hard 
Bauhaus fans, 
the "Bauhaus: 
1979 - 1983" 
double com- 
pilation LP is 
highly recom- 
mended. It's 
got some great 
photos too. 


Like the previous two solo works, 
"Should The World Fail To Fall Apart" is 
evidence of a great rejuvenation. Peter's 
voice is sounding stronger than ever; not 
just in range, but also in feeling. It's 
amazing how much like David Bowie he can 
sound sometimes. This is especially true 
on "Never Man" which recalls "Major Tom" 
or perhaps "The Man Who Sold The World", 
right down to the strumming of an acoustic 
guitar and its somber mood. "Final Solu- 
tion" is like something off Bowie's "Alad- 
din Sane" album with harsh stabbing vocals, 
heavy rock beat, and whining space guitar. 
These two songs happen to be the best on 
the LP; Peter really puts his heart into 
them. 

His reverence of glam-era Bowie first 
showed itself with the faithful Bauhaus 
version of "Ziggy Stardust". And like his 
hero, Peter is off the dope and his look 
is more demure. During Bauhaus he was a 
cocaine snorting sex object. Peter des- 
cribed it as an extremely draining experi— 
ence, and very bad for his physical and 
mental well-being. Today he leads a quiet 
life: and is getting back to his religion, 
something Bauhaus took him far away from. 
This new outlook is found in the closing 
track "Jemal", bringing tears of joy in 
the smoldering aftermath of Glamorgeddon. @ 


The High Priest of Love, Zodiac Mindwarp. 
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Written by Fred Berger 


Hailed by The Cult's Ian Astbury as 
"the biggest thing this century", decked 
out in psychedelic Second World War German 
helmets and swastikas, and reeking of 
gasoline and hashish - Zodiac Mindwarp And 
The Love Reaction have come down on London 
like an Outlaw Biker blitzkrieg; and the 
kids just love it to death. The band 
recalls images from Easy Rider, Charles 
Manson's Death Valley days, and Altamont. 
Vocalist Zodiac Mindwarp even looks like 
Manson (although he denies any sympathy 
for "the creep"), puts on a phony Califor- 
nia Hells Angels accent, claims to be from 
the planet Freak-out, reads Kurt Vonnegut 
novels, and when asked will tell you that 
his favorite color is "invisible". He also 
wears a helmet that his roadie picked up 
in the Falklands after shooting an Argen- 
tinian soldier. Zodiac hand-painted the 
war trophy in the colors of the rainbow 


and will kill anyone who tries to steal it. 


The other band members are the roughest 
bunch of wasted rock 'n roll renegades 
this side of nirvana. Just look at their 
amazingly hallucinogenic names - Cobalt 
Stargazer on Sleazegrinder (guitar), Kid 
Chaos on the Sonic Rumblehammer (bass), 
Slam Thunderhide on drums, and part-timer 
Evil Bastard on keyboards. Their original 
drummer was Boom Boom Kaboomski. Zodiac 
says he was an inter-galactic fugitive who 
was captured by the Space Police. Kid 
Chaos says he walked off into the Fifth 
Dimension after downing some Venusian 
dream berries. Likely stories. Suffice it 
to say that Boom Boom considered himself 
some kind of rock star when all they 
needed was a thug named Slam. The original 
bass-player was Youth (ex-Killing Joke) 
who did one gig before getting sacked by 
the Zodiac. 

Zodiac Mindwarp And The Love Reaction 
has a sound that's reminiscent of Steppen- 
wolf, The Doors, and The James Gang. And 
even though Zodiac and his flower fascists 
were still wearing diapers during the 
heyday of these groups, they are groovier 
and more spaced-out than any of their 
psychedelic Yankee predecessors. How can 
such an impossibly unfashionable and out- 
of-date group exist in the new British age 
of androgynous sci-fi abortions like Sigue 
Sigue Sputnik? Easy! Zodiac isn't just a 
mindwarp; he's also a timewarp. It's not 
so difficult a feat for an LSD casualty. 


But he's off drugs now and is totally in 
control of his altered states which are 
the wellspring of his psycho-active creat- 
ivity. He's the first to admit that he 
fried his noodle a little too much, and 
now devotes his leisure time almost exclu- 
sively to womanizing. Zodiac worships 
women and wants to make love to every 
female in the galaxy. He also hates queers 
and is sworn to "cleaning up that whole 
gender-bender scene that's had such a bad 
influence on those children out there." 
But despite his redneck streak he's very 
good pals with S.S. Sputnik's drag queen 
from outer space Martin Degville - fellow 
sex maniac, party animal, and obnoxious 
SZ0sBs 

Before forming the Love Reaction, 
Zodiac used to hang out at night clubs 
molesting women and getting into fights. 
Now he gets all that out of his system on 
stage and on his "psycho-babble extractor" 
(typewriter) converting distorted brain- 
waves into lyrics like, "If you wanna ride 
my rocketship baby, first you gotta light 
the fuse", or "C'mon over here and put 
some mustard on my hot dog". The self- 
proclaimed "High Priest of Love" is the 
most amazing frontman on the scene today, 
screaming "Baby, baby, baby...I'm wild 
about you", and shaking his thing to the 
breaking point. Anyone trying to get up 
there with him is savagely removed with a 
shove and a "Get off my stage! What do you 
think you are... a Zodiac?" He then reminds 
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his starchildren disciples that "There is 
is no greater honor than to be trashed by 
one so high as I". The band gives the kids 
a face full of groin, a sonic blast attack 
and a freak-out daydream, and demand total 


submission in return. 


It's no wonder Ian 


Astbury beholds this man with reverence. 


Is Zodiac Mindwarp 
and roll? 

The median age o 
their fanatical cul 


the new messiah of rock 


f the band is 20, but 
following is mostly 


16 and 17 year olds, and swelling by the 


hundreds each week. 
comes despite, and 


This hero worship 
probably because of, 


BBC's ban on the "Wild Child" EP, and 
critics calling the band neo-Nazis, male 
chauvinist pigs, agents of American cult- 
ural imperialism, comic book parodies of a 
bygone era, druggies, perverts, and plain 
old sleazeballs. When it comes to their 
casual useage of Nazi insignia and helmets 
Zodiac asks why it's more acceptable to be 
a homosexual transvestite drug addict like 
Boy George and Marilyn. "And besides it 
looks fuckin' great!" He insists that he's 
not into politics, just having a good old 
time. "They call me an uncaring sexist 
fascist, but I care much more about people 
than monsters like The Redskins. Hatred is 
their message, ‘What's the point of win- 
ning if we don't shoot the bastards'; that 
was in one of their songs and it was 
played on Radio One. But they won't play 
my songs about making love to women." 

Ian of The Cult is doing all he can to 
promote Zodiac Mindwarp, and persuaded 
Janice Long to let them play a couple of 
songs at her birthday party. After the 
first song the neck of the bass Kid was 
playing came off; it wasn't his bass which 
is indestructible and can take the pound- 
ing he gives it. Drunk and pissed-off he 
chucked it through an amplifier causing it 
to blow up and burn baby burn. With that 
Zodiac figured on joining the fun and 
threw a monitor across the dancefloor. He 
swears he wouldn't have done it if he was 
sober. 
The Love Reaction has gained much 
publicity by being reckless and contro- 
versial. It has also helped their reputa- 
tion of being outlaws who don't play by 
the phony, "bend over" tinsel-town rules 
of the great music industry dildo machine. 
And if the guardians of the orthodox faith 
want to close their ears to "Wild Child", 
let them because it's their loss. 

This is an out-of-sight firecracker of 
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a record with growling sex monster vocals, 
acid rock guitar, and punishing bass and 
drums. The title track makes you want to 
stick a hog (Harley Davidson) between your 
legs and zoom to the moon. You can dance 
your ever-lovin' hippie ass off to this 
one. It's good and long and totally satis- 
fying. And with pure acid rock like 
"Psycho Active" you don't need the acid - 
it's a drug-free trip. Zodiac chants with 
a synthesized mechanical tone, "Extermin- 
ate, exterminate", over and over, and 
laughs the most sinister laugh you've ever 
heard. "Set me on fire baby and I'll burn 
down the sky/I'm King Kong with a hard-on." 
"IT Want Your Love" is wet and wild, and 
full of animal urges. "I wanna kill you 
baby...wanna love you to death"; you can 
just smell Zodiac's dragon breath and see 
his sweating face with eyes and teeth 
glistening in the fire of desire. All 
three songs on the EP echo with the dark 
laughter of the jackal, the jackal called 
Zodiac. m 


Stephanie Young 


Pe 


Footnote: Zodiac Mindwarp And The Love 
Reaction played support June 28 for The 
Cult at the Brixton Academy in London. 
Their new mini album, "High Priest of Love" 
was released last August. 


TEXT BY 
WAYNE 


ILLUSTRATION 
BY PAUL HART 


Out of the strip joints and biker bars 
of Los Angeles come The Mentors - three 
hooded he-man woman haters/gay bashers who 
don't care for commi's much neither. They 
don't call their brand of heavy-metal 
"rape rock" for nothing. Mentor singer E1 
Duce works in a topless bar and guitarist 
Sickie Wifebeater works for a porno video 
production company. Their songs are mostly 
about sadistic sex against women and their 
rabid hatred of "limp wrist faggots". It's 
no wonder their "You Axed For It" LP was 
banned. El Duce blames it on the Commun- 
ists, but admits that it's good for pub- 


licity. After nine years of obscurity they 
made their New York debut at the Ritz last 
Spring. They played with the hardcore band 
FEAR, another bunch of beer-guzzling L.A. 
rednecks with such songs as "Bomb The 
Russians", "More Beer", and "The Problem 
With Women Is". The slamdancing was brutal 
and every time El Duce made an anti-female 
wisecrack the girls in the crowd gave the 
finger and shouted their own obscenities. 
By the end of a punishing 9-song set The 
Mentors were covered in spit from the kids 
up front. With all the disease these days 
their hoods sure came in handy. # 
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Opposite page: Andrew sports a German 
Knight's Cross, peace medallion, granny 
glasses, ornamental belt, and paisley 
shirt. Below: Max wears a black SS offic- 
er's cap, psychedelic groove shirt, and 
leather bollo tie. Billy Duffy of The Cult 
calls the look "psychedelic biker". 

Photos by Fred Berger 
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Early last summer while strolling the 
narrow streets of Venice Beach (that Bo- 
hemian community on the Pacific described 
in travel books as "Greenwhich Village 
West") your ever dutiful Propaganda Minis- 
ter stopped to rap with a couple of Calif- 
ornia flower fascists. At least that's 
what they looked like judging from their 
Reichfuehrer Meets The Monkeys style, with 
Nazi Knights Cross and SS Death's Head in 
perfect harmony with peace symbols and 
paisley. It has also caught on with Brit- 
ish neo-psychedelic bands such as The Cult 
and Zodiac Mindwarp And The Love Reaction. 
However, the phenomenon traces its roots 
to California with strong influence coming 
from the biker gangs of the 60s and 70s. 

The first Brits to pick up on it were Led 
Zeppelin. 

The confusion resulting from the clash 
of such powerful and diametrically opposed 
imagery has a strong emotional, even mys— 
tical, significance that goes far beyond 
simplistic political notions. Max and 
Andrew call it "Reich 'N Roll" after The | 
Residents! third LP, "The Third Reich 'N 
Roll" - a swastika emblazoned freak-out 
interpretation of various Top Fourty Hits 
of the 60s. They are completely relaxed 
about wearing Nazi regalia. Max explains, 
"First off, it's not Nazi once you mix it 
with all this hippie shit." Andrew: "Yeah, 
and they sell Stalin and Mao T-shirts in 
Hollywood. Stalin murdered at least 60 
million Russians and East Europeans, and 
Mao killed about 100 million of his own 
people. Hitler got 10 million - tops! Do 
alittle research and you'll see. The 
Guiness Book Of World Records is a good 
place to start; look under ‘mass 
murder'. It's a real mind blower." 

Max: "And to me no one looks 
cooler than we do. And no one fucks 
with us either. People are cool to 
us; a lot of them dig what we wear." 
Andrew: "And besides, the swastika 
was an ancient symbol for good luck 
used in Asia and North America over 
2,000 years before the Nazis." 

Despite their looks these two are 
not in a band and don't ride motor- 
cycles, but they're really into 
psychedelic and acid rock - old and 
new. Max is an apprentice taxider- 
mist, and Andrew does custom artwork 
on leather jackets. You couldn't 
meet a nicer pair of Reich 'N Roll- 
ers anywhere. @ 
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BLACK LEATHER 


WRITTEN BY FRED BERGER 


Top tank ace of World War Two, SS-Captain 
Michael Wittmann, in black leather jacket. 
He destroyed nearly 300 Russian, British, 
and American tanks and anti-tank guns in 
less than two years, and was killed in 
action August 1944, 


What do punk rockers and SS Panzer 
troops have in common? Answer - a fetish 
for black leather of course. Its menacing 
yet seductive qualities did wonders for 
the recklessly aggressive fighting spirit 
of Hitler's elite armored forces, and 
today lends its terrific shock value to a 
new tribe of white barbarians in their 
rebellion against the smug upholders of 
the status quo. The one who wears black 
leather feels and looks more dangerous 
than his opponent; he is also a lot 
sexier and therefore can not lose. Even 
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in defeat he will have fought the good 
fight, and you shan't have seen the last 
of him or his kind. Die young in black 
leather and you're bound to leave a good 
looking corpse, or at least one worthy of 
respect. Death isn't so frightening then, 
you can even make a friend of it. 

In the case of the Panzertruppen issued 
items included several standardized de- 
signs of cowhide jackets, trousers, and 
boots in an effort to maintain some degree 
of basic uniformity essential to disci- 
pline and organization. The sharpened cut 
and sleek surfaces of these uniforms 
blended magnificently with stylish black 
caps and silver on black insignia recall- 
ing glory days of ancient pagan warriors 
and medieval Teutonic Knights. In the 
frontline standards of dress broke down 
and individuals had considerable freedom 
to mix and match a fascinating variety of 
black leather, black wool, green denim, 
and leopard spot camouflage clothing. 
Adding to their fearsome persona were 
black leather belts and gloves, leather 
frame goggles, as well as colorful non- 
issue neckerchiefs. 

The average age of soldiers in the 
Waffen SS Panzer Divisions was 22 years 
old, but the SS "Hitlerjugend" (Hitler 
Youth) Division consisted of mostly teen- 
agers ages 16 to 18. No one ever poured on 
the black leather the way they did. Decked 
out for Armageddon and with their hair 
butched and buzz-cut, there was something 
distinctly "punky" about these fresh-faced 
German kids. Hailed as "Hitler's Crack 
Babies" they fought like wildcats, and 
were feared and respected by their enemies. 
It's a bloody shame that such youthful 
enthusiasm had to be corrupted and wasted 
in the service of a demon-possessed madman. 
But after all, they were "the duped gener- 
ation" - something the punk rockers are 
determined to avoid at all costs. For them 
discipline and self-sacrifice are for the 
scrapheap of history. 

This strong anti-establishment senti- 
ment is symbolized by their prolific usage 
of the letter "A" for anarchy situated 
within a circle. But today's young and 
trendy anarchists are also closely associ- 
ated with the skull and crossbones, the 


symbol of death which every SS man wore on 
his cap. The punks have applied it to 
excess in the form of jewelry, pins, 
patches, buckles, tattoos, and as hand- 
painted or stenciled artwork on their 
black leather jackets and boots, or where 
ever there is room for its grim counte— 
nance. 

But punk regalia doesn't end here; 
they've got to cover themselves with the 
stuff - chains wrapped around combat 
boots; nails and spikes driven through 
leather jackets, wristbands, and dog 
collars; strips of torn cloth tied around 
arms and legs; a confusion of straps, 
buckles, and zippers; a slew of bracelets, 
necklaces, and earrings; more tattoos; 
fiendish hairstyles and make-up; bells and 
animal bone jewelry; pierced ears, noses, 
nipples, even genitals - in shor trash, 
art, and fetishism. The more savage the 
better. It's all visually striking but 
essential protection against an ever 
closing circle of enemies - or so goes the 
perception. The regalia has the force of 
black magic to ward off evil spirits and 
bad luck. The leather is a tough second 
skin against physical attack, but which is 
also smooth and warm enough to make it a 
sexual turn-on. 

It's all part of the punk rock fantasy 
of a blighted, lawless world of cheap sex 
and ultra-violence where only the most 
callous survive. The vision was created in 
the 1982 film "The Road Warrior" featuring 
skinheads and Mohawk berserkers in some 
very kinky black leather attire - bare-ass 
trousers, tit-bondage tank tops, jock- 
straps, corsets, and masks. The Nazi 
fantasy was of a world ruled by a Nordic 
master race personified by the elite of 
the elite - the SS Panzer troops. And 
cowhide in the color of the night is the 
stuff of which such unholy dreams are 
made. @ 


Above: Punking out at CBGB's, and 
Reagan Youth on the prowl. 
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Wayne Arents 
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Notorious Berlin punker Blixa in black 
leather jump suit. 
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BLIXA JA! 


Fred Berger 


Photo: 
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14 June '86 at the Cat Club was billed as the last performance by 
Collapsing New Buildings. After 6 years of hazardous industrial 
stunts it was high time to call it quits. But lead demolition man 
Blixa Bargeld has more wicked experiments in store for the future. 


19 


azebrieg pezqy Aq sojoug 


Above: Glam girls Wanda and Lois at Troubadour in Hollywood. This club 
and the Glam Slam are favorites with the local glitter rock crowd. Glam 
Slam is Wednesday nights at the Imperial Gardens. 


Left: Giz and Dom on Melrose Ave.; Hollywood's hip strip for shopping» 
haircuts, and showing off. Their favorite club is TVC-15, open Friday at 
the Ebony Theater and catering to the gothic snuff rock underground. 
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= Photos by Fred Berger 
Models: Holli Pritchard and Wayne Arents 


Skull print tanktop from Bleeker Bob, 118 W. 3rd St.» NYC (212)475-9677. 
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German honor guard T-shirt from Fetish Or Die, 333 E. 9th St.s NYC. 
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BOY of London T-shirt from Diversion, 124 Broadway, Santa Monica, CA. (213)458-4499, 


_ 


By Halloween '86, teen monster Wayne Arents has gotten 
288 fan letters; making him and BAUHAUS the favorite 


topics of love mail. Propaganda has sold 106 photos of 
Wayne; Mike Monroe has 2nd place with 70 photos. 


Photos by Fritz 


VAMP 


What better role for the quintessential 
night creature Grace Jones than that of a 
2,000-year-old Egyptian vampire named 
Katrina in the suspense thriller "Vamp" 
She is the Queen of the After Dark Club, a 
spooky strip joint in a desolate Los Ange- 
les industrial park. Her erotic perform- 


ances are amazingly kinky and surreal, for 
which Grace created her own make-up and 
clothes. In her first scene she has a 
white face, red hair, blue eyes, and white 
body paint. New York artist Keith Haring 
did the geometric body art compositions. 
With a "creature chic" look drawn from 
African and Oriental imagery, and moving 
like a panther in heat to the beat of jun- 
gle drums, Grace takes the striptease into 
the realm of the supernatural.# 
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Edie Wolfgang modeling in the Gloom And Glam fashion show at New York's 
Cat Club, April 28, 1986. She wears a see-through shirt and black vinyl 
mini-skirt by Nasty Habits, 102 St. Mark's Place, New York, N.Y. 10003. 
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Michael and Jeanie modeling glam fashion for Manic Panic, 33 St. Mark's Place, 
New York, N.Y. 10003. The musical selections for the show included Bauhaus, The 
Cramps, and the Sisters Of Mercy. Photos by Fred Berger 
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Dressed to be | Killed 


Photo: Edi Snipe 


Wayne 


Model: 


Tied to the tracks in style. Gloves and lace body stocking from Enz's, NYC. 
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SPECIMEN 


After a 23-year absence from the New 
York scene Specimen returned to play at 
the Limelight on July 3, 1986. The group 
had been blacklisted in early '84 by the 
dreaded Rudolf of Danceteria infamy. You 
see, he advertised a Batcave party hosted 
by The Specimen, but they never showed up. 
Furious, Rudolf spread the word that these 
poisonous poseurs were liars, cheats, and 
faggots. And when Rudolf talks, clubland 
listens. So it was no mere coincidence 
that the band should return to the Big 
Apple a few days after Danceteria went out 
of business, and with it Rudolf's clout. 
However, the Specimen of July 3 was not 
the same which we had come to love and 
miss so much. The only original member 
left is the indestructible Ollie Wisdom, 
founder and frontman. He's as wild and 
charismatic as ever, but the rest are just 
some unconvincing Californians. They can 
never replace the witty John Klein and the 
kinky Jonny Slut of the authentic group. 
Together with Ollie they were the three 
stooges of gothic glam, guarenteed to 
amaze and amuse. Ollie claims he moved to 
the U.S. because the scene in Britain is 


dying. But perhaps it's just his bad habit 


Photo by Wayne Arents 


Ollie Wisdom at the Limelight Club, NYC. 


of getting blacklisted, which is what hap- 
pened after the Limelight show, and it may 
have happened all over his native England. 
As usual he whipped the kids into a frenzy 
resulting in slamdancing, stage-diving and 
destruction of stage props. After the 5th 
song their sound was shut-off. Ollie went 
nuts and threw a 10ft. Statue Of Liberty 
into the crowd which tore it to shreds. 
The bouncers moved in and carried him 
kicking and screaming off the stage. 

The Limelight is really for coke-snort- 
ing yuppies, and not at all accustomed to 
youthful excitement. Obviously they over- 
reacted and went further by trying to get 
Specimen banned all over the country. Even 
so, New York's two coolest clubs, Pyramid 
Lounge and Cat Club, featured the group in 
the following week. 
The new Specimen may lack the style, 
sex appeal, and balls of the original, but 
on their debut single, "Indestructible" 
they make the same monster-mash sound; it 
is typical Specimen and good fun. Perhaps 
it's unfair to compare these west coast 
Yanks with the incredible British Specimen 
but a true fan from the Batcave days can't 
help but be disappointed. If only Ollie 
would go home and put it back together 
again. @ 


Note: "Pink 'N Purrrfect" LP out by Xmas. 


John Klein (left) and Jonny Slut. 
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IT WAS GLAMICIDE! 
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Mike Monroe and Andy McCoy in London. 
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Hanoi Rocks lasted only five months 
following the death of drummer Razzle in a 
car crash on the evening of Dec. 8, 1984. 
He was riding with Motley Crue's Vince 
Neil who was unharmed, and was later con- 
victed of driving while intoxicated and 
vehicular manslaughter. The accident 
occurred in Redondo Beach, California on a 
stretch of road overlooking the Pacific. 
Neil lost control of the '72 Pantera 
sportscar he was driving and crossed the 
divider smashing head-on into two other 
cars. The couple riding in one of the 
other vehicles were both seriously injured 
- the driver of the second car was not 
hurt. Motley Crue's front-man got a thirty 
day jail sentence followed by 200 hours of 
community service, and five years proba- 
tion. He was also ordered to pay $2.6 
million in restitution to the victims. 


Razzle died less than an hour after the 


accident. He was 
Hanoi Rocks. The 
land in 1980 and 
Razzle joined in 
only non-Finnish 


24, the oldest member of 
band had formed in Fin- 
moved to England in 1982. 
hat year to become its 
member. The original 


drummer Gyp Casino was sacked when he got 


into an on-stage 
Andy McCoy. 


admitted that it 
without old Raz. 
player Sam Yaffa 
ation was really 


fist-fight with guitarist 


Mike Monroe was crushed by the loss and 


just wasn't fun anymore 
Soon thereafter bass- 

eft the group. The situ- 
on the rocks at this 


point, but the band meant too much to Mike 
just to let it go down without a struggle. 
But after a couple of months of auditions 
and trying to work with new people, the 
strain proved too great. According to 
Michael, as he likes to be called now, 


Jem Records 


Left to right: 
Hanoi Rockers Sam 
Yaffa, Mike Monroe, 
and Andy McCoy. 
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Photo by Fritz 


"Hanoi Rocks: had always been like a family 
but it started to feel like just a band - 
the magic was gone." He says he can't do 
something if he has to force himself, no 
matter how much money is involved. This 
would be cheating himself, the band, and 
the fans. By April 1985 Hanoi Rocks was no 
more. Guitarists” Andy and Nasty Suicide 
got together to form their own band, and 
Michael went solo. 

On New Years Eve 1985 Mike bumped into 


Michael on St. 


Valentine's Day 1986. 
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his old pal Stiv Bator (Lords Of The New 
Church/ ex-Dead Boys), and they sang a few 
songs together just for kicks. Over the 
next four months their chance encounter 
had blossomed into a musical collaboration 
better known as the Beauty and the Beast. 
Soon after H.R. was laid to rest, Stiv was 
going away on tour and gave Michael the 
keys to his London flat to feed the cat. 
But instead the blonde bombshell moved in 
and made himself very much at home. This 
arrangement quickly led to a significant 
escalation in their song output. But there 
were no pressures, deadlines, or commit— 
ments — just some leisurely singing and 
playing at home and in the studio. It 
worked out more like a hobby than anything 
else. The pace allowed Stiv to carry on 
with The Lords Of The New Church, and Mike 
to adjust to life without Hanoi Rocks. 
Their easy-going attitude is reflected in 
the joint composition "It's A Lie", a 
gentle ballad featuring both Mike and Stiv 
doing vocals and guitar. It's a welcome 
change for a pair of hard rockers accus- 
tomed to doing what they know, and their 
voices are surprisingly compatible in 
harmony. But there was no rush to cut any 
vinyl or do a tour together. Mike was on 
holiday and content to take things as they 
came. 

These were the first small steps of a 
new solo career which finally took off in 
December 1985 when the two roommates did a 
gig together at Irving Plaza in New York. 
It was an extremely rowdy Metal/Hardcore 
Night; so much so that two female report- 
ers for Propaganda were forced to flee in 
horror long before Stiv Bator and Michael 
Monroe came on. It was a total sell-out 
crowd and everyone who stayed had a great 
time —- especially the golden boy Monroe. 
This was coming out night, and with a 
swarm of adoring fans to greet him he was 
flying higher than a kite and in top form. 
New York would now be his home. 

With this much needed boost to his ego 
Mike jumped at the opportunity to be 
Johnny Thunders' special guest for a St. 
Valentine's Day '86 Glam Slam at Irving 
Plaza. Johnny founded The New York Dolls, 
the original punk rock band on which 
Hanoi Rocks was modeled. The Plaza was 
bursting beyond capacity with every N.Y. 
Dolls/Hanoi Rocks clone in the me ropol- 
itan area in attendance. It was a throb- 
bing, sweating mass of squashed bodies all 
psyched-up for a heavy-duty session of 
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hero worship. Quite appropriately a wooden 
crucifix had been erected on stage from 
which Johnny would dangle from time to 
time whenever the spirit moved him. Bril- 
liantly attired for St. Valentine's Day in 
pink PJs with black polka dots he was a 
picture of charm, humor, and grace - a 
miracle for a man suffering from more than 
a decade of on-and-off heroin addiction. 
His soon-to-die persona was his claim to 
fame, and this is what the crowd expected. 
But to everyone's astonishment the show 
ran two hours, and it was non-stop fun 
right to the living end. This was a born- 
again Thunders, a man who has thankfully 
undergone some truly fundamental changes. 

Johnny wanted to know, "How many of you 
girls don't have a Valentine tonight?" 
Seven lovelies along the stage rose their 
hands and Johnny grinned, "Good, neither 
do I", and they all cheered. Then he 
played "I Only Wrote This Song For You", 
which he introduced as "the best love song 
I ever wrote". Strumming an acoustic 
guitar and singing sad and soulful it 
brought tears to their eyes, and mine. 
Oh Johnny, you've been through so much; 
God bless you. This song is on Thunders’ 
new album "Que Sera, Sera", along with a 
lot of hot numbers played in concert. 

Throughout the show Johnny kept saying, 
"Tl have a really big surprise for you 
tonight", and at long last finally intro- 
duced Mike Monroe as "the cutest guy in 
the world - Mike Monroe!" The crowd went 
nuts and the Big "J" confessed, "Well I am 
crazy about blondes". Mike sang duets with 
Johnny and played sax and harmonica on 
four funky tunes including "Cool Operator" 
which is also from "Que Sera, Sera". This 
was the climax of the best rock and roll 
party this reporter has ever had the plea- 
sure to attend. The mutual admiration 
between these two Gods of Glam was heart- 
warming. The fans would not let it end and 
gave them four encores. The two performers 
had to improvise resulting in some wonder- 
fully spontaneous ditties. Thunders was 
clearly thrilled by all the affection and 
declared, "Ain't no stoppin' me now; look 
out Bruce Springstein!" In closing he made 
a request, "And I want all of you to write 
your congressmen so Ronnie Reagan can run 
for a third term, ‘cause I like the man - 
really, from the bottom of my heart". 
There could be no doubt of his sincerity - 
good for you Johnny Thunders. 

Between the Stiv Bator and Johnny Thun- 


Photos courtesy of Jem Records 


HANOI ROCKS, "Back to Mystery City". 


ders shows at Irving Plaza, Michael was 
seen hanging out and all dolled-up at 
Danceteria and The World. All three New 
York clubs closed down on one Night of the 
Long Knives in June - never to open again. 
So where's a Monroe to go? Well he's in 
the studio now with Stiv and Johnny work- 
ing on a record. And just last July a 
posthumous Hanoi Rocks double compilation 
album was released entitled "Dead By 
Christmas" (an obvious reference to the 
death of Razzle). It's got some fantastic 
group photos and all the Hanoi Rocks you 
could ever listen to with some live, some 
new, and some other people's stuff (Alice 
Cooper and The Stooges). It's a vital H.R. 
freak resource, and hopefully there will 
be enough demand for it to persuade Mike 
and the others to come home to Hanoi Rocks 
where they belong. They're still young, 
and so many are praying for a reunion; it 
just has to happen. Help the cause; buy 
the record, and don't forget to say your 
prayers. @ 


Reader's Note: Propaganda Issue No. 5 has 
a 4-page Hanoi Rocks article with five 
fabulous photos. A lot of it recounts a 
wild press conference they had just three 
weeks before Razzle died. See the, Back 
Issue ad for ordering information. 
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SPUTNIK (Continued from page 5) 


Tony James' "designer violence". 
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to stay alive. And it's going to take more 
than those protective masks that he wears, 
or machine guns loaded with nothing but 
blanks. 

While thinking that over he's pulled 
off another capitalist coup; "Love Missile 
F1-11" plays over the opening scene of 
Ferris Bueller's Day Off, that summertime 
high school romp starring Matthew 
Broderick as Ferris. With teen heart-throb 
Degville shouting, "Shoot it up! Oh, shoot 
it up!", teen heart-throb Broderick strips 
and takes a shower, combing his hair into 
a nifty little Mohawk while confiding to 
the audience his plans for playing hooky, 
The music tells us what an amoral, selfish 
little brat of a mondo-teeno this kid 
Bueller is. By itself the song may be 
irritating and dull, but put to the 
appropriate visuals and ideas it works 
quite well, 

Now they've got a second single, 
"Twenty-First Century Boy" bull-shitting 
its way to the top of the British charts. 
Even though it's just a rehash of T. Rex, 
the title alone is enough to sell the 
record. Hey, they don't call Tony James 
"the Brain" for nothing. 

The wheels of the publicity machine are 
always turning, but none of this is the 
"Fifth Generation Of Rock 'N' Roll" which 
is how the hype goes. In this age of 
mediocrity it's hard to know who, if any- 
one, is worthy of this distinction. But 
T.J. the propagandist is convinced that 
the crowd doesn't have to know — it needs 
only to believe, and describes his Sputnik 
creation as "Elvis Presley crashing the 
space shuttle into the Empire State 
Building in slow motion". Now if people 
will swallow that, then all things are 
possible. You see, the whole point of it 
is to promise them the world, and deliver 
as little as possible for top dollar. Now 
is that a swindle, or is that a swindle? 
You bet it is. = 
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STURM 


Like a cold Canadian front Sturm Group 
comes blowing out of the great white north 
with a howl and a shiver. Those long and 
frosty Toronto nights must have finally 
gotten to them because their second L.P. 
"Century Ho!" is so damn wacked that it's 
almost impossible to classify. But its 
attitude comes close to the frustration 
and reckless rage of industrial groups 
like Test Dept., Neubauten, or early Cab- 
aret Voltaire. There is no rhyme or reason 
to "Century Ho!"; instead it is concocted 
out of lots of little pieces of tape 
spliced together, electronic effects, 
savage vocals, abstract lyrics, spastic 
energy, random chance, and the element of 
surprise. But out of this chaos comes a 
totally original and stirring sound that 
makes you feel like something very import- 
ant is happening here. It takes some 
getting used to, but once you've made a 
commitment to figure it out and then it 
finally clicks in that confused brain of 
yours — the meaning and impact of it all 
comes crashing down on you like a sky- 
scraper demolition. "Century Ho!" is very 
difficult and abstract stuff, but there is 
social/historical content - the upheavals 
of the 20th century and the decline and 
fall of civilization. Thankfully it is 
communicated with feelings and impressions 
rather than a barrage of words and ideas. 

Sturm Group is a truly fearless and 
dangerous band. By their own admission it 
is their "arrogant, fascist-type attitude" 
that gives them the courage and intensity 
to creat such angry excess. They've been 
called Sturm-troopers, but the official 
reason for the name comes from the German 
Expressionist movement of the 1920s, Der 
Sturm (The Storm). These artists believed 
their ideals would be revived in a differ- 
ent art form in a different time. And with 
"Century Ho!" this has been realized. But 
before that could happen their 1980s 
Canadian namesake had to produce a more 
conventional first album "Untitled", and 
then had to become totally bored with 
their instruments. (Guitarist Tod Cutler 
says, "I'm getting some amazing sounds 


WRITTEN BY 
CHRIS ZELEVSKI 
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just hitting the thing!") Next they needed 
to erase all memory and awareness of other 
forms of music. The result is a record 
free of outside influence. The will power 
needed to achieve such purity of expres- 
sion had to have been enormous. 

The first song "Courage" seems to sum 
up this accomplishment pretty well with 
lyrics inspired by Nietzsche, barking 
vocals, and a military march beat. "In The 
Wheels" clatters, cranks, and grinds like 
some huge carnivorous machine, with des— 
perate human shouts and screams thrown in. 
This one would work nicely as a soundtrack 
for one of the more oppressive scenes in 
Fritz Lang's "Metropolis". Most of the 
songs on "Century Ho!" are violent and 
abrasive, but "To The Baltic" is haunting- 
ly beautiful with its soft chorus drifting 
over rolling waves like an ocean mist. 
Another exception is the instrumental 
piece "Twenty" (as in 20th Century?) which 
stalks on hind legs through the night; it 
is more than spooky enough to do atmos— 
pheric wonders for a weird subterranean 
club. If you like catchy songs you can 
dance to, forget this record. But if you 
have patience and a rebel streak too, then 
you might find it especially stimulating. 
"Century Ho" is available in the U.S. 
through Important Record Distributors, 
Rough Trade, and Systematic. You can also 
get it direct from Sturm Group's label 
Green Fuse Records, 12 Earl St., Toronto 
Ontario, Canada M4Y 1M3 (416)964-6227. 

Sturm Group is just one example of the 
great things happening on the Canadian 
underground music scene. The next issue of 
Propaganda will cover a group of wild 
westerners from Vancouver called Skinny 
Puppy. A growing number of Propaganda's 
Canadian readers have been advocating an 
article on this group for some time now. 
In short their music can be described as 
dense minimalism, and their image borders 
on that of teen idols. There, that should 
wet your appetite. Skinny Puppy is dis- 
tributed by the Sturm Group's label Green 
Fuse, as well as their own Nettwerk record 
label in Vancouver, British Columbia. m 
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